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But the main door now.

Hepburn.                     That was well devised :

She sleeps beneath his chamber here to-night ?

BotkwelL    Ay, to the west

Hay.                              She has the stouter heart.

I have trod as deep in the red wash o' the wars
As who walks reddest, yet I could not sleep,
I doubt, with next night's dead man overhead.

BothwelL    We are past the season of divided wills \
Where but one thought is, nothing to be done
Has power to hurt the heart that holds it fast
Or leave the purpose weaker by a wound
Given it of doubt or afterthought: we have
One thing to do, one eye to see it, one hand
To pluck it from the occasion ; what he wills
None but a fool would mix his will to achieve
With pain and fear; the mind once shaped and set
That works and yet looks back and weeps to do
Is but half man's; and all a man's hath she.
Hepburn.    Yet woman-moulded outward,  clothed

upon

As 'twere with feminine raiment, touched with thoughts
Of female-coloured fashion, woman's craft:
She sees and thinks on what could touch not us
Nor graze in passing even our skirts of sense :
Takes order for the hangings of his bed
Whom we must kill to her hand, lest water soil
The sable velvet from his bath, and bids
Pluck down and save them; such slight things an<i
strange